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One 


Author's Notes: 
Not true, but this isn't very consensual, although the intent on Slash's part isn't sinister. 


| drank more than usual for some reason. The beers and shots were just going down easy tonight. Maybe Slash 
drank less than usual. He seemed more awake. 


"Axl," he said, his voice slow like a lazy surfer. He trapped me against the wall. | could hear him breathing and 
feel his breath against my cheek, | could smell the juniper from the gin. | could see the bed beyond him. 


"What?" | said, licking my lips, feeling my hands start to shake, fine litle tremors that ran up my whole body. 
"You know what," he said, touching my lips with his finger, and | tried to flatten myself against the wall. He 


leaned in and tried to kiss me, but | turned my head away. I'd had my share of run-ins with aggressive gays, 
guys who tried things in men's room stalls, guys who held me down and tugged at the button to my jeans... 


"Uh uh, no, Slash.." | said, but he kissed me anyway, clamping his lips against mine, trying to get me to open 
my mouth. Maybe the alcohol wore away my usual resistance, my firm belief in the fact that | liked women, | 
did like women, the way their bodies curved, the way they smelled, how soft their skin was, how soft their lips 
were..olash's lips were firm and his kiss was forceful, but did | like this, too? It was easy To say no when | was 
sober, but I'd drank just enough that | could admit this felt kind of good. So | opened my mouth and let his 
tongue explore, let it run over my teeth and flick against my tongue, and | felt his hands moving down from 
my chest to my stomach and going under my thin T-shirt and up to my nipple ring, gently twisting it and | 
moaned, still shaking, still trapped against the wall, and | broke the kiss and tried to push him away. 


"What's wrong?" he said, still twisting the nipple ring, leaning in toward me again, kissing the side of my neck 
and working his way to my lips and | could feel my breathing start to speed up and the shaking was going away 
but did | want this? | wished | hadn't drank that much so | wouldn't have to puzzle it out and | could just 
shove him and punch him and say, in my low growl, "get offa me," and take off. But something about how he 
touched me made me feel like | wanted him to keep doing it, and something about the forceful way he kissed 
me made me feel something inside, some sort of pleasurable twisting and | wanted more of this while at the 


same time | wanted him to stop. 


"No, Slash.." | said, turning my head away from him, and | thought for a second that he was going to stop and 
let me go, because he backed away from me and | wasn't trapped against him and the wall anymore, but 
before | could move he clamped his hand around my wrist and yanked me toward the bed, and the force of it 


made me stumble. When | stumbled he shoved me toward the bed and | fell toward it and then he was on me, 


straddling me as the bed creaked and groaned beneath us. 


"Yes, Axl." he said, tugging at my shirt to get it off, and | let him, feeling the cool air of the room against my 
skin, and he leaned in and circled my nipple ring with his tongue and caught it between his teeth and gave a 
gentle tug, and | closed my eyes, feeling the damaged nerve endings there begin to tingle with pleasure. 


Could | get away if | wanted to? I'd gotten away those other times, I'd kneed those guys in the balls to get 
them off of me, and | could do the same right now, but something kept me from it. | felt the wetness of his 
tongue against my skin, felt his hand trailing down to the waist of my jeans, felt him begin to play with the 
button, making experimental little twists to see how hard it would be to pop it open. 


This felt good, his kisses, the little flicks of his tongue against the nipple ring, but | didn't want him taking my 
jeans off, slipping off my boxer shorts. | closed my eyes, remembering times when they weren't gently slipped 
off but ripped off, yanked down and off and I'd struggle to move, to breathe, to get away. Dark St. Louis hotel 


rooms, dark bedrooms in the cramped ranch house | grew up in, dark alleyways in New York City. 


"Slash." | swallowed hard, feeling trapped beneath him, feeling the way he finally got the button to my jeans 


undone and the way he was snaking down the zipper, seductive, maybe, but panic was rising, choking me. 


"Stop, stop," | said, pushing at him, feeling the hard and strong muscles in his arms. He was bigger than me, he 
was more muscular, he was drunk even if he wasn't as drunk as usual, | couldn't even get my knee up to knee 


him in the balls and get him off of me, one of his legs was between mine. 


"No, shhhhhh, it's okay," he said, and he kissed me again while his hand slipped down the front of my pants and 
| tried to shift and move and get up but | was trapped, and he grasped onto it and it felt good beneath the 
panic, the lazy up and down motion, the skin moving against his hand. The good feeling was almost banishing the 
bad, the panic receding like a slow tide, then he stopped and tugged at my jeans to pull them down and all the 
panic came back, and | squeezed my eyes shut and | was in my bedroom in the house | grew up in, and the 


harsh whispered words on whiskey breath filled my head again, "don't you dare fucking move," 


Tears filled my eyes when he yanked my jeans off and his hands went for the elastic waist of my boxer 
shorts, and my throat closed up and | couldn't say a word. 


Two 


| was frozen and still, all lust and desire going away as | remembered shit. Fuck | could feel him pulling down 
my boxer shorts slowly with some idea of seduction in his mind, and that was so different from the violent 
times when whoever it was would yank them off. | couldn't talk, | couldn't make a sound, | felt 14 again when 


that beating became something else..no one was home but me and him, he wouldn't let me go or stop or.. 


"Axl," Slash was sitting up now, | felt his weight off of me. He didn't say my name all soft and sexy, he was 
saying it to get my attention | didn't want to talk or move or look at him, there was this roaring in my head, 
this freight train of memory. 


"Axl," he said, more insistent, and he shook my shoulder. | opened my eyes, swallowed hard, and shoved 
everything right back down. That shit didn't matter, it happened so long ago. | was fine now. | sat up, blinked 
away the sheen of tears, and brushed a corkscrew curl away from his face. 


"What?" | said, leaning over to brush his cheek with a kiss, my voice sounding totally normal. 


"Jesus, Axl..you looked like something was wrong.." he said, forgetting it almost immediately, and he leaned in 


toward me and kissed me, a deep kiss, his tongue nearing my back teeth. 


He broke the kiss and | gazed up at him, feeling lust and desire slowly trying to return, and he was hot with 
his light coffee colored skin and muscles that moved beneath the tattoos, but | didn't think | could do this, not 
with a guy. Girls were okay. Girls were different, they were soft and they snaked their thin arms around me 
and moaned in their sexy, high-pitched voices. And | was in control with them, anything we did was because | 


wanted to do it, and they couldn't overpower me. 


| couldn't do this. | hadn't shoved anything back down, it was all still right here. | reached for my clothes and 
Slash grabbed my wrist. 


"Oh, no, you don't," he said, his voice playful with a steel edge to it, and | saw that he was more drunk than | 
thought despite him almost noticing that | was starting to freak out, and | tried to pull my wrist out of his 
grasp and grab my clothes and get out, get out, get out, but | couldn't free my wrist. He was too strong. He 
pushed me back down on the bed so | was underneath him again, trapped, his weight crushing me, and | twisted 
trying to get free, and he thought, thought, | was into this, | could tell. | could tell by his half shut eyes and 


his slow smile and the way his breathing was speeding up. 


"Slash, no..let me up.." | said, pushing at him, and it only made him smile more, and he pushed back, and | felt 
his hand snake down to my dick, and | saw my clothes in this pile on the floor, the thin material of my boxer 
shorts pale against the dark denim. 


"Axl, you'll like this.." he said, his voice a thick whisper against my hair, and his hand started that lazy up and 


down motion again and | did like that, of course | did, but he was male, and | could feel his weight against me, 


and | could feel that | couldn't get away and he wouldn't let me, and | started feeling claustrophobic and that 
mixed with the beginning slide toward an orgasm because he was jerking me off was more than | could stand, 


but whichever way | moved he wouldn't let me up. 


| was getting close despite feeling trapped, despite remembering shit from the past, but I'd come that time, 
too, despite the pain, despite the fear and confusion, and it just made it worse and made me complicit with him 


somehow..that's what | thought then. Now | knew your body just reacts sometimes. 


"You'll like this," he whispered, his face buried in my hair, and then he stopped that motion and lifted himself 
up on his arms and | thought maybe he was done with me, too drunk or he'd had enough or whatever, despite 


what he was saying in that "| want you" voice of his. 


"Lay on your stomach," he said, his mouth against my ear, and if | couldn't get away now he'd fuck me and 
there would be nothing | could do, because he was stronger and he wouldn't stop. | brought my knee up, fully 
prepared to knee him straight in the balls. 


Three 


"Get off me," | said, my teeth gritted, and | slammed my knee straight into him. He had that breathless panic 
look, and then his eyes filled with tears of pain, and he rolled away, curling up. | knew what he was feeling, I'd 
been kneed in the balls before. | had to do it, he wouldn't stop, and | couldn't..l couldn't do this. | shook my head, 
seeing the red strands of hair in front of my eyes, and | got up, looking at him still curled up and breathless, 
and | was sorry | had to hurt him. 


| would stay until he was okay, even if he'd yell and scream at me for doing that. Maybe | should just take off. 
| looked over at the door, knowing that | could take off, and | could just try and forget this whole thing. 


"Why, Axl.why did you do that?" Slash said, his voice breathless and full of pain. | pressed my lips together. 
What could | tell him? That | panicked, that he wouldn't stop, that | didnt want to be fucked? 


It was hard for me because he was so beautiful, with that black crazy curl hair and his tan skin and those 
muscles, and there was more than that. The way he played the guitar, coaxing all that emotion out of it, the 
way he just knew, instinctively, what each song needed, that was beautiful, too, and that playing was a part of 
him. | wished | wasn't so fucked up. My eyes started to fill with tears, too. 


‘lm sorry, Slash, | really am, | just couldn't... couldn't..." | shook my head again, turning away from him, and he 


was sitting up now, uncurled, his breath coming back. 


"Jesus, Axl, couldn't you just tell me to stop?" he said, on the edge of anger. I'd be angry, too. | didn't blame 


him. 


"Because you weren't stopping, you weren't listening, just like..." it trailed away. Just like what? When | was a 


kid? 


"| don't get you, Axl. You act like you want it, like you're into it, and into me, and then you do that..! don't get 


you," 

| swallowed, and hugged myself on the edge of the bed. | was so fucking jealous of him, able to do what he 
wanted and feel what he wanted, while | was fucked, fucked deep inside my mind and I'd never be okay, and 
every pleasurable thing would be shot through with pain 


‘I'm sorry, | can't explain it," | said, "I'm gonna go," | got up but he grabbed my wrist and tugged me back. 


"No, Axl, it's..you don't have to go," he said, still grimacing in pain every so often. That pain took a while to go 


away. 


"Yeah, | do, cause | can't do this, | can't be what you want. can't even be what | want, and | guess | just have 


to live with that," | pulled my wrist free, and went to the door and left, closing it softly behind me. 


| walked around for while, my hands shoved deep into my pockets, my hair whipping into my face. It was cool 
at night here. It was a desert. | thought about the warm farmland | grew up around, the rows of corn, the old 
white clapboard houses, the neat little lawns with picket fences, all the bullshit that went on behind that stuff, 
the churches filled with hypocrites, the schools filled with teachers trying to keep you down Well, | left, but | 
was still being kept down, all right. They'd succeeded in that, those bastards. 


chapter four 


| walked around for awhile, sobering up a little, feeling the cool air against my cheek, thinking about Slash. All 
the fucked up shit from my childhood wasn't his fault..but, | didn't know. He was too aggressive sometimes. 


| shoved my hands deep in my pockets and walked with my shoulders hunched up. What was it about Slash, 
you know? | liked his lazy kind of way, the surfer talk, his effortless talent. This whole childhood nightmare 
that was preventing me from enjoying anything now, that was bullshit. | wasn't that kid anymore, | wasn't that 


scared teenager anymore. | had to get over it, somehow. 


| walked for awhile more and then headed back to the shabby little room and Slash, and wondered if we could 


start again. 


When | got there he was sleeping, one arm stretched across his face. | looked at the contrast of his black 


curls against the white pillowcase and just stood in the doorway, watching him sleep, listening to him breathe. 


Maybe he sensed my presence, because he stirred and opened his eyes half way, and then they focused on 


me. 
"Axl?" he said, half asleep. 
"Yeah," | said, my head down, looking toward him through my hair. 


"C'mere," he said, closing his eyes again, moving over to make room for me. | laid on the bed next to him and 


he touched my hair, stroked my head. 
‘lm sorry," he said. 


"Yeah," | said, thinking it wasn't his fault. It wasn't mine, either. | couldn't help getting fucked up as a kid. It was 


no one's fault. It just was. 
‘lm sorry, too," | said, and | snuggled against him. He put his arm around me and we both went to sleep. 


| lit up a cigarette and watched him through the smoke. We were at one of those cheap little diners and the 
waitress had just brought us a thing of coffee, those shiny metal things and we just kept pouring ourselves 
refills. 


Its funny with you, you know?" Slash said, lighting up a cigarette of his own, sipping his coffee. He splashed 


some whiskey in it and | shook my head. 


"Oh, yeah, funny how?" | said, my tone sharp, but | wasn't mad. | was just interested in what he was going to 


say. 


"Well," he said, grabbing the huge sugar shaker and dumping a bunch of sugar into the coffee and stirring, 


"you're the only one who has ever made me think about shit,” 


"Really?" | said, taking a sip of my coffee, a drag off the cigarette. The smoke crawled toward the huge 
windows and stopped there, doubled back on itself, like a smoke waterfall. 


"Yeah, like, shit upsets you. Most of the girls I'd ever been with, things were nothing, you know? Whatever shit 
we were into, they were fine with it, but you? You're like this landmine of past shit that will just blow up once 
in a while, and its..it sucks, but it's kind of interesting," 

"Thanks," | said. 

"| don't mean it bad, | just..l don't know. You're like some cool psychology documentary on TV," 

"Slash?" | said, finishing my second cup of coffee and lighting up another cigarette. 

"Yeah?" 

"Stop talking," 


Back in that room after a night of drinking, a night of inhaling lines in the bathrooms of clubs, and | could 
barely think straight. 


"God, Axl," Slash said, pressing up against me, kissing me, kissing down the side of my neck | ran my fingers 
through his tangles of dark curls. 


| flicked my tongue against his and felt his hands go for my wrists to pin them against the wall, and that 
trapped feeling tried to rise up in me again. This was Slash, my creative friend, more than a friend, thousands 
of miles away from Indiana and all the fucked up shit that happened there. | fought that feeling in my stomach, 
that twisting feeling, the-| couldn't breathe feeling... 


"Axl?" he said between kisses, between nibbling on my collarbone. 


"Hmmmm?" | said, tugging my wrists against his grip, closing my eyes, trying to feel more drunk and more 


strung out on coke than | was. 


"Don't freak out," he whispered against my ear, and he pulled me toward the bed. | felt all of his weight on top 
of me, trapped, and | was breathless, | couldn't breath right, it was all out of rhythm. 


"Slash." | said, the hint of desperation in my voice, and he kissed the side of my neck again and lifted his 
weight a little. 


“Shhhh, Axl, it's okay," he said, and reached slowly for the button to my jeans, and | held my breath as he 
twisted it and pulled down the zipper. | squeezed my eyes shut when he tugged my jeans down and off, and | 
could see my bedroom from when | was a kid so clearly in my mind's eye, that narrow twin bed, the scuffed 
wooden floor. | could even see the way the late afternoon sunlight looked on it, making it a different color from 
the rest of the floor that was left in the shadows. | could feel the strong hands that used to hold me down, 
the harsh words in my ear, "Ill kil you, lay still," and how every muscle was as tense as piano wire, the taste 


of copper fear in my mouth. 


Tense, holding my breath, | wouldn't kick him, | wouldn't..it was Slash, this was a different time, my head knew 
this but my body couldn't get it, all times seemed to be happening at once, and the coke and all the fucking 


whiskey weren't helping, it just made everything more confusing. 


